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MacGregor, a great wag, with whom I was closely allied in
friendship, grossly insulted the audience one afternoon'' by the
rendering of an anti-Sassenach song. Something approaching
pandemonium was raised, and the Scots found themselves at the
close of the entertainment cornered in one of the classrooms.
I remember that together with MacGrcgor and the two sons of
Bonar Law I fought one of the battles of my life against outraged
Englishmen whose feelings had been so jarred at the expense of
one-twelfth of a bawbee. It was a cheap get-back for Scotsmen.
We revelled not only in the jests themselves, but in the fight
which ensued, for we had behind us lockers in which were a
whole battery of cricket stumps, pads, and bats as missiles and
weapons and the security of a narrow front, while the heads of
our enemies were legion and dispelled over a wide area of the
classroom floor. It was a glorious battle in which I lost a tooth,
a first one, which should have disappeared earlier in any case,
so that I only suffered from the loss of my mother's sixpence,
which was always contributed when a first tooth was extracted.
And I was soundly beaten by the head master, who sprawled
mo over an arm-chair for the purpose and beat me as was his
habit with a cricket bat, cut to a length of about six inches. It
hurt me horribly, much more so than any cane, while tiic noise
produced by its flat surface was such that it was impossible to
insert wads of paper or exercise books, to ward off the first
sharpness of its sting.

Mr. Stallard smoked a tobacco of most pleasing aroma, and
I can close my eyes to-day and have a most vivid recollection of
his study, seen, if I can properly mix the metaphor, through the
smell of his tobacco smoke, witli photographs of his old boys on
the mantelpiece, and I can vividly rcpicture those battings
wherein the victim spread himself over the back of the deep
green velvet arm-chair of a head master's study, and thus
uplifted, at least physically, waved arms and legs in windmill
fashion while the bat descended with precision upon the centre
poise of the back of his anatomy. And at night, Mr. Stallard would
visit the dormitories attired in his dinner jacket, smoking a cigar
of equally pleasant and memorable aroma, which had the effect,
subconsciously, encouraged also by his words, of producing a
very homely atmosphere in the minds of his boarders.

My elder brother had already passed from the Navy Class at
Bradficld to the Britannia, where as a gymnast, he carried all
before him; and both my twin brother and I were destined for